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FULL OF FUN-A rip-roaring show, with plenty

of excitement, featuring the latest developments in

Crafts end Hobbies-plus dynamic exhibits from

the wonder world of science.

PACKED WITH ACTION-There II be model

airplanes flying, model speedboats racing, model

railroads running, ham radios sending and receiv-

orkshops buzzing, a complete darkroom
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LT. JARL ON MARS

\ Eando Binder

LT. JON JARL tore the

calendar leaf off, the one
which read July, 2261. Be-
cause of course it was now
August 1st. 2261. You had
to keep watch on such
things, while cruising
through space. It was so

easy to forget the days pass-

ing, where there was no day-
time ?nd night-time.

On the side of the one-man
rocket-ship was emblazoned
the huge white star of the
Earth Federation, and the

words— SPACE PATROL.
Lt. Jon Jarl was a policeman
of this interplanetary age.

"Something like a motor-
cycle cop of the 20th cen-

tury," he mused to himself.

"Only instead of riding a

motorcycle along highways,
I ride a rocket-ship through
space. And instead of patrol-

ling Route One between
New York and Philadelphia,

I'm patrolling the space-

route between Earth and
Mars."
Jon Jarl was well versed

on things of the 20th cen-
tury, a time he somehow
liked to read about. Especial-

ly about the Old West of

America, when westerners
fought badmen and wild In-

dians. There was nothing
like that in this time, though, .

he often sighed.

Mars hove to, as a bright
red moon, and an hour later,

Jon Jarl used the braking
rockets for a landing. He was
due to make his routine re-

port to Martian Headquar-
ters of the Space Patrol. He
lowered to 500 feet and
skimmed over the barren red

deserts of Mars. Below lay

an ancient canal, discovered
in Earthly telescopes some
five centuries before. But the

canal was dry—bone dry.

All of Mars was a dry
world. Long ago, it had had
big oceans and seas, but they
had dried up. And the Mar-
tian race, once numbered in

millions, had died off with
the vanishing water supply.

Today, there were only a

few miserable tribes of Mar-
tians left alive, huddling
around the rare water-holes
and wells. As for Earth col-

onists on Mars, they brought
their own water from Earth.
And it sold for as high as

five Federation Dollars per
gallon

!

Yes, Mars was a poor dry
world, only a shadow of for-

mer glory.

At the juncture of two-
canal-beds, Jon passed over
an ancient Martian city,

mostly in ruins. Its former
population of millions was
gone. Perhaps a few Mar-
tians still haunted the ruins,

ekeing out an existence in

damp basements where they
could gather precious dew-
drops from the walls.
Enough to live on.

"1VATER on Mais was tike

radium on Earth.

Suddenly, Jon heard a shot
from below. The hissing pop
of a ray-gun. Instinctively,

being a guardian of the law,
he turned his ship and slant-

ed down. Was somebody
shooting below ? At what ?

Why?

Landing the ship, Jon Jarl

stared around at the tumbled
ruins, waiting. Again a hiss-

ing shot, and Jon sped for-

ward in that direction. In

what had once been a city

square. Jon came upon the

cause of the disturbance.

Two Martians huddled be-

hind the fallen stones of a
one-time public fountain.

Shooting at them, from the

nearby ruins, were three

Earthmen.
"Stop!" yelled Jarl, run-

ning to the aid of the Mar-
tians. It was his duty to pro-

tect the Martians from
greedy and unscrupulous
Earthmen, quite like the

American Indians came un-
der the protection of the law
in the 19th and 20th cen-

turies.

BN fact, curiously enough, a

Martian was hauntingly
similar to the Indians. A
Martian had the same red
skin, the same stolid air,

even the straight black hair.

Of course the one difference

was that a Martian had four

arms.

The two huddled Martians
looked relieved as they saw
the blue-and-gold uniform o(

the Space Patrol, They had
no guns. TIjey were only
trying to keep from getting
hit by the ray-shots.

Jon Jarl stepped out to-

ward the Earthmen, his hand
resting easily on the butt of

his ray-gun. They might get

him with a shot—if they
dared tangle with the Space
Patrol. And they might not.

Jon Jarl could draw and fire
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tri l-S of a second, as record*
ed on the machines when he
had been trained by the
Space Patrol.

"Step out and explain
What this is all about," com-
manded Jon; nearing them.
"In the name of the Space
Patrol."

The three men muttered
among themselves for a mo-
ment, and one of them bawl-
ed out in the rough accents
of the typical roustabout

—

men who wandered from
world to world, seeking ad-
venture and profit wherever
It could be found.

*?1TEEP yer nose outamm
this, John Law," he

yelled. "This is between us
«n' them Redhides !"

"Nothing doing," retorted
Jon Jarl. "You know the
Martians are not to be mo-
lested. Why the shooting?"

Instead of answering, the
Earthmen turned and slunk
away through the ruins, with
mutters that sounded like

Threats. Jon let them go. and
turned back to the Martians,
beside the ancient fountain.

"Explain what happened,"
he demanded.
"Earthman try to drive us

eway from here," one Mar-
tian answered in the guttural
tones common to them. "We
find precious treasure! They
come to take it away!"

"Treasure?" echoed Jon.
"What kind of treasure?
Radium? Jewels?"
For answer, the Martians

pointed to the fountain, and
then Jon saw. A tiny trickle
of the treasure leaked be-
tween the stones, from be-
low. It was a treasure all

right. The greatest treasure
that could be found on Mars.

It was water.
Suddenly it was all clear

to Jon Jarl. "You Martians
Stumbled on this water. It
probably trickles up from
some subterranean pooL The
Earthmen came along—saw
the water—and wanted it for
themselves. Not to wash in,

ind not just to drink—but te
SELL IT! Once the word
got around that water was
here, more Martians would
flock from all over, and they
could sell it and rob you
blind !"

Jon Jarl was not wrong,
for elsewhere in the ruins,
the three fortune-hunters
were holding a conclave.
"Blast that John Law,"

growled one. "He would
come along just when we
was ready to burn them Red-
hides down and destroy the
bodies. Then we woulda had
the water for ourselves."
"Yeah, and made a fortune

selling it," muttered another.
The third, who was the

leader, came to a sudden de-
cision.

"Listen, it's too big a thing
to let go by. We gotta bump
off that John Law and take
over the water."

-

"And be hunted th* rest of
our lives, from one planet to

the next? It's a long chance
to take, Grogann."

??^JO, yuh featherwit," re-

turned Grogann. "AH
we gotta do is make his
death look like an accident.
Instead of raying him down,
sposin' we crush him under
some rocks? Then when they
find th' body, they think
some of th' ruins fell down
on him. Get it?"

They got it! You could tell

that by the devilish leer that
came to their faces.

Creeping back toward the
fountain, they climbed a high
ruin wall, some 25 feet over
the spot. They could see
three figures below, casting
shadows. Silently, they push-
ed a huge block of stone
which teetered for a moment
and then plunged down,
smashing among the three
figures.

/
Grinning, Grogann and his

men approached. "Th" water
fs all ours," he gloated.

"Is it?" came a calm voice,
and Jon Jarl stepped out of
shadow, with the two" Mar-

tians. "I figured you'd try
some trick like this, so we
took three stone figures from
the fountain and arranged
them to look like us, while
we hid."

Grogann gasped and fired

—or tried to. Jon Jarl's shot
took him in the wrist. The
other two men shot up their

arms, surrendering. But
while Jarl took their guns,
Grogann made a sudden
break for it. Darting behind
debris, he scuttled away
through the tangled ruins.

Some time later he dared
to stop and .breathe freely.

He had given that John Law
the slip. Grogann 's grin froze
then, for Jon stepped out be-

fore him, with one Martian.
"Blast it all," spat Gro-

gann. "How could yuh track
me through these crazy
ruins?"

"Simple enough," informed
Jon. "You got some of the
water on your shoes. It left

a wet trail. Quite a faint one,
but in case you've forgotten,

a Martian is the best tracker
of two worlds. He led me
here like a bloodhound. And
now you're caught."

Jon took his final prisoner
back to bis ship, which
would have to bear an over-

load for the short trij. to
Martian Headquarters. Be-
fore he left he turned to the
Martians.

C? FTHE water rights art
all yours," he said. "I'll

have the papers made out
legally for you."
The Martians said noth-

ing, but they waved their

four atms in farewell. In an-
cient times. Jon knew vague-
ly, that had been a salute le-

served only for kings and
potentates.

Jon -Jar] grinned at the
glum Grogann, as they flew
toward Headquarters. "Try-
ing to steal that water puts
you behind bars, Grogann.
I'll bet you'll never take a
drink of water again, with-
out choking . .

."
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MOVIE STAMKYCU FOLDER FREE!

folder. Supply i, united .

C°Py ot ,h,s l»»u«fuUy illustrated

}
10^ MS'

AHV mm new
Schwinn Built Bicycles

Take Speedy Wheeler's adviceand see for yourself the smooth

"i^P^Sv^eTtfTa'nd a lot nf ."i " h°St ° f ad™nced
bicycles have^veVvthi™ >

e
?j

UreS that n° °*er
of a lifetime^ Tb P/f ^l""

d for ,he ride

it's the finestS e v '

tnal spln Wl11 convince you
Schwinn-Bu, B&te^^u""^ ' nSist °" a'e—you II be happy you did.

III.

ARNOLD, SCHWINN » CO.. ,7,5-B N Kfl7 A
^

•
"OB N, Kildare Ave., CHICAGO 39,



...Polly wants a

Cookie
made with^^g^

RECIPE ON

1**2^) EVERY WRAPPER

CURTiSS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO 13. III.


